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Be not, then, fear's blind slave! Thou art my friend; to thee, All knowledge that I have, All skill I wield, are free. Ask not the latest news of the last miracle,
Ask not what days and nights In trance Pantheia lay, But ask how thou such sights May'st see without dismay;
Ask what most helps when known,  thou son of Anchitus !
What ? hate, and awe, and shame Fill thee to see our time; Thou feelest thy soul's frame Shaken and out of chime 1
What? life and chance go hard with thee too, as with us;
Thy citizens, 'tis said, Envy thee and oppress, Thy goodness no men aid, All strive to make it less; Tyranny, pride, and lust, fill Sicily's abodes;